Themojl lamentable Tra^edie I | i 

Thy drugs arc quickc . Thus with a kifle I die. 

Enter Frier With Lamhorne^Crnrt and Spade. 

Frt, St Francis be mv fpecd, how oft to night 
Haue my old feet {fumbled at grauesj Whocs there? 

Man.. Hercs One, a friend, and one that knowes you Well. 
Fri. B'ijle be vpon you. T ell me good my friend 
What torch isyond that vainely lends his light 
To grubs and eydeiTcfculles as idrfeerne. 

It burneth in the (^apels monument. 

iyiian. It doth Co holy {Ir,Scthcres my mailer, one that you 
Tri. Whoisit; (loue, 

CJiFan, Romeo, 

Frt, How longhath he bin there.# 

Man. Full halfcan houre, 

Fri, Go with me to the Vault, 

Afan. I dare not Sir. 

My Maflcr knowes not but I am gone hence. 

And r'earcfltlly did menace me with death, 

]f I did {lay to lookcon hisentents. 

Fri. Stay, then ilc go alone, fearc comes vpon me. 

0 much I fearc fomc ill vnluckte thing. 

(Jifan. As I did fleepe vndet this young tree here,' 

1 dreamemy mailer and anocherfought. 

And that my mailer flew him. 

Fri, Romeo, 

Alackc alackc, what bloud is this which flaineS 
T he ftony entrant e of this Sepulchre? 

What ircane thefe mancrlcire and goariefwords 
To Jiedifcolo'if d by thisplace of peace ? 

Romeo, oh pale .• who eife, w hit Parts too# 

And llccptin bloodj ah whatan vnkindhoure 
Is guiltieof this lamentable chance? 

The Lady flirs, 

I/t/i. O comfortable Frier, where ismy Lord? 

I do remember well whcrel lliould be; 

And there I am, V'C'herc is my Romeo{ 

Fri. 1 hcarc fomc nqy fe Lady, con?e from that nefr 0* 



of^meoandlaUet 

of dcath,contigion, and vniiaturall lleepcj 
A o^rcater power i hen we can contradid: 

Hath thwarcedour entents, ceme, come away, 

Thy husband in thy bofome there bes dead; 

An 1 Paris too, come ilc difpofeof thee, 
AmongaSifterhoodof h^lyNuniics: 

Stay not to qucftion, for tlic watch is comming, 

Come, go good 1 dare no longer fray. Exit: 

lull. C jo get thee hence, tor I will no t away, 

Whats here# a cup clofd in my true iou cs hand? 

Poyfon i fee hathbin his time-idle end: 

0 chiirle, drinkcall, and left no friendly drop 
Tohcipcmcafter, I willkillc thyhps,': 

Happhe fomc poy Con ) ct doth hang on them, 

To make me die with a reftoratiue. . 

1 hy lips are watme. 

Enter "Bo j and (Fateh , 

(Fateh. Lea'dc bo y , which way# 

/»//. Yea noifc? thenik be briefc O happy dagger. 

Ti s istiiy lheath,-;thcre rullaadlet mcdie. ('burne, 

(Fateh hoy. TTnisis the place , there where the torch doth 

The ground is bloody,fcarcha bout the churchyard. 
Go fome of you, who ere you lindattacb, 

P.ttifull fight, here lies the Countie^flame, 

And luhet bleeding, waripe, and newly dead; 

Who here hath lainc thefe two day es buried, 

Go tell the prince, runne to the Capulets. 

Raifc vp the MoHntagttes, fomc others fearch , 

VVe fee the groond whereon thefe woes do lye. 

But the true ground of all thefe pitj^ous woes. 

We cannot vvithoiitcircumllauce defery. ^ 

Enter Romeos man. 

(Fateh. Hctcs Romeos min, we found himin theChurchyard. 
Chtefe watch. Hold him in rafetie,till the Priuce come hither. 
Enter Ft ier,aitdamther Watchman, 
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